later through so many years, and books and their writers,
music and its composers or exponents, the theatre, the
Russian opera and ballet when they came, were all woven
into the texture of their daily life which was lived to a great
extent among people with exceptional brains, people who
'did things* and who counted for something in the world.
Through those years John's devotion burned with a steady
light and was returned; her fancy did stray once, it is true,
but it was a trivial, passing lapse, broke no bones and left
no aftermath. It is hardly worth recording, Ladye dismissed
the incident with a tolerant smile, and no one but John,
scourging herself for infidelity, gave it any great impor-
tance.
At intervals during those years, poems were written and
more carefully polished and revised. Three volumes were
published: Songs of Three Counties in 1907, I think, Poems
of the Past and Present in 1910 or 1911, and in 1914, The
Forgotten Island.
The contents are of unequal quality, but there is plenty
of good verse in them and some that is eminently worthy of
survival. She herself revised them not long ago, * beheading9
a number of the lyrics and setting the stamp of her more
mature approval upon others.
But what is more important to my mind is that it was
during those years when she was already over thirty, in the
intervals of writing verse, that she began to try her hand at
prose and wrote some half dozen short stories. I have got
the manuscripts of all these early efforts, written and re-
written, scored out and corrected; they bear, in this respect,
a great resemblance to those of later years. Whatever the
intrinsic merit of the stories, one thing emerges clearly.
The future talent was stirring in her, something was asking
insistently to be born, something in her nature was not
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